FALSE COLOURS

Palin sang and played upon a grand piano with which,
when he had proved it, he seemed remarkably pleased.
Though he rendered nothing more serious than two of
Shakespeare's songs, it was easy to see how fine an
artist he was: beneath his touch the place became
quick with melody and, no doubt because of its pro-
portions, we ' heard to great advantage his most
engaging voice. Such was the music he gave us that
with one accord we laid aside for the morrow the
consideration of the problems which we were to solve:
and that, I think, should show how potent was the
spell which he cast. Indeed, we forgot all time, and
the tall clock was chiming midnight before Olivia rose.
" You may play me upstairs, Orpheus: and then
you really must stop. You've made us forget that
we're tired: but we've got to get up to-morrow and
put in a good day's work."
Palin looked up from the keys.
" Motley," he said, " is surely the only wear. And,
that being so, the castle fool must earn his keep. And
now he shall play you upstairs. Does my lady like
Wagner ?"
" No," said Olivia steadily.   " Nor Mendelssohn."
Palin raised his eyebrows.
" I invoke tradition," he said. " The castle fool
has a certain licence."
" Which he will be well advised not to overstep."
Palin fingered his chin.
" But I don't know the music to The Taming of
the Shrew!1
As he spoke the words, the lilt of a Nursery Rhyme
came swelling out of the rosewood. A Frog lie would
a-wooinggo . . .
Olivia began to laugh helplessly. . . .
203